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my hand, the books and notes for my lecture. The
idea of teasing this high-caste Hindu suddenly
flattered my outraged skin. He is the world's worst
clerk, anyway. I let him stand a minute.
"You rang, sir?" he minced. I object to my
clerks calling me "sir" in India: they can learn to
say "sahib," like anyone else.
"Go and examine my lavatory," I said.
I don't think his English is as good as he would
have me believe; and he stood still a Jong time
before the meaning of what I had said got under his
skin; then I saw him go pale under the dark brown.
He did not speak. I think that perhaps I had hurt
him as much as I had been hurt: he began to tremble.
I don't suppose that I am a very imposing figure,
but I am tall; and a young Englishman behind
his desk in the Principal's office of an Indian
University College has, outwardly at any rate,
everything on his side, clothes, skin, height,
language, assurance, race.
It was horrible . . . disgusting. The boy began
to tremble. I think he is a Brahmin, but I'm not
sure. He is high caste, anyway. I must find out one
day what his caste is.
The boy began to tremble: it was disgraceful, but
I was furious: my temper was up. I believe that just
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